IQO        THE THINGS WE ARE

said Boston.    " So that you can't tell whether
you're poisoned or not/'

" That's a nasty idea. Ugh ! " said Mrs.
Williams. " I don't like the thought of these
post-mortems, cutting your insides up."

" I can't see that it matters much once
you're a goner," said Williams. " Might as
well cut you up as burn you. That's all the
rage nowadays, this cremating. I expect
they have to cut you up to burn you, like
that Crippen. They would me, anyhow."

" Don't be so horrid, Jim. It gives you
the creeps."

" I've often thought," went on Mr. Williams,
"what a damn funny feeling it would be,
holding some one's leg in your hands trying to
get it into the fireplace."

" Jim! "

" If you're going in for that," went on Mr.
Williams, "you'd have to choose your fire-
place, have to be a baker to trade."

" Or a bkcksmith," said Boston.

" Lord bless you, no ! A blacksmith only
has a tiny bit of a fixe. He couldn't get rid
of a hand."

"What   I'd   like   to   know,"   said   Mrs.

Williams, trying to get the conversation back

. on to reasonable ground, " is how they know